
Cousin
of Reed's.

Her Name is Jane Trot, and
She's a Woman of

Mind.
She Defied tha Whole City of

Port'.knd, Maine, and Came
Out on Top.

While the Government Was Moving
Her House She Lived in It

Until It Fell Apart
CAME OF FIGHTINC STOCK.

She Thinks Thomas, the Czar, Is as Honest
"as He Can Be" and Would Make a

Fair President of the
United States.

Portland. Me., Jan. 3.WhiIe Thomas
iSrackett Reed is bossing Congress, his
cousin, Mrs. Jane Trott, is making Port¬
land step around. Mrs. Trott is one of
Maine s notable characters, which makes
two in the family. She is full of pluck
and determination. She eliminates her

band from the scene in much the same
/ that her cousin wipes out the lower
use of Congress and makes Thomas

rackett Reed the only thing worth look-
¦S at in the National House of Repre¬

sentatives. Mrs. Trott is Peak's Island as
¦Mr. Reed is Congress.
Mrs. Trott is the mother of twelve chil-1

dren and the wife of one man.who cheer-
hU hJRSSl tJlaLhe is overs»hadowed by
his better and stronger half. She has

rtiMrl .brinS husband, her
v

c Portland up in the
way they should go.

v

'rr9" Jafed prominent when
decided to take a part of her

Sm .1 ISlaDd f0r Its own Pur¬
poses. mat was years ago.lone h*>?r>r*>
her cousin became the "Czar- of Con®

.Island Is an extremely
pleasant bit of terra flrma in Portland

ifu0?* ^rs* Trott, who is a large woman
with large ideas of her own rights was

5?n<l of Peak's Island. She did not like
the idea of being driven from it without
payment for the inconvenience and for
the Injury to her own feelings and those

»nH iT of, thirteen.twelve children
and one husband.

BhKnrh i!21Sxihat wh®n the c,ty proposed to
absorb her home, and, more, to remove her

of Pekk% fsianrt7' th a less ctoolce section
or Peak s Island, she rose iu revolt, and
she rose high in revolt.
She was willing to sell her little Dlare

but objected to its removal. She had no
money and was advised to let the city
do as It pleased, but sturdy Jane Trott
was not made of yielding material, and

mylights." °r n° CUy' 111 Staud Up for

The city thought the fight was to be a
brief affair, but the grit and resolution of
Mrs. Trott was little understood. As a
matter of fact, she was in the right, and
while the city undoubtedly had the privi¬
lege or taking her property for necessary
public purposes, it had not the privilege of
saying where or how her house should be
moved.

"I knew I was right," said Mrs. Trott
yesterday, to a Journal man, "and I made
up my mind to stick. When I found that
there was to be a flght, and that I was all
alone against the city of Portland, I went
over 5>n<1 «uw Tom Feed, and I said to

.. .^lias, it >oa can help me,
I hope you will.' He said, eavs he. 'I'll
do the best I can for you, Jane/and I sup¬
pose he did, but he was so mixed up with
politics and such things that he hadn't
much time to give to my troubles, and so
he turned me over to his partner. Mr
Seiders, who didn't seem to think I had
much of a case. Then I went to Mr.
k.. w asey, and he told me to stay in my
house, and If they wanted to move the I
house to let them move me at the same
time. You bet I did."
There was no doubt about that. The

house was moved from its former site over
Into a swamp. It was almost destroyed In

J??0hingr.V but dHrln& the three davs
and nights it was on the way, Mrs. Trott
and her family of young children remained
In It. and literally held the fort.

in charge of the work of moving
the building tried hard to get the fearless
woman and her children to leave the nit
eous little structure, that was so nearlv
shaken apart, but undaunted Jane Trott
confident that she was thoroughly in the
right, held the fort, and held It with thI
grip of a New England woman who ha*
convictions.

"

They cut the house In two. but that did
not make the least difference.
.

as there's a bit of mv hnmo
left, 111 not be driven from it," she said
Her kitchen floor dropped out but -mi

.he declined to leave he? home, and w th
it she rested at last In the woo<Is at tho

5K ,he cU' rortlaud h.d £
b^Zl "thr'i'g';'

building war. They gave her $400 at last
«nd her house, and she bought a piece of
land and began the work of filfing i? in

£0J*ed- and so did all her children
5?d 'n a 'ew weeks she had cleared a site
new house

again' and aa«ther for a

It cost the city of Portland $600 to move
Jane Trott s house to the swamp lu the
woods, and .t cost plucky Jane Trott 1u«t
$0 to move it to the site she finally selec-ted

wly at^Ust fnUrt Ih sentiment was a!! her
way a, last, and there were very few who!

were ready to champion the side of the
city.

"I was offered homes by the dozen,"
she said, when talking over her troibles,
"but I said to myself, says I, 'Jane "rott,
you mustn't be beholden to anybod;.' I
knew J. W. Trfefethen would help me, and
I knew that there were lots who w>uld
have been glad to help me out, but I said
to myself, says I, 'Jane Trott, you're as
good as anybody, if you do as well,' ana I
went to work. Folks said I was crazy
when I said I was going to take my family
into this little house, but I wanted to be
independent, and I made the best of things.When I moved in, the snow would drift
through the cracks, but I fixed the ceilingwith cloth, as you see it now, and made
the walls tight and wami."
The next move of this stirring and thor¬

oughly Xew England woman was to build
a new house. The small house in which
she lives, and which bears a sign, "LuckyBoys' Cottage," is back of a well-built, and,
in many respects, handsome cottage house
built by Mrs. Trott since she had her
trouble with the city. "I rent It for $100
a year," she said, "and that helps me out
greatly. I've more land, and I don't know
what I'll do next. Perhaps I'll build an¬
other house and rent that. I could sell
that house now for $900, and that's doingpretty well for me."
Mrs. Trott is proud, and with good

reason, of her family. She has just re¬
ceived a postal from her son Everett, a
sturdy, bright fellow of sixteen, who is
now on a fishing trip, and who wrote that
he shouldn't be home until the last of
January.
"It isn't every boy of sixteen who would

go out in a dory fishing," she said. "He'll
be a cap'n yet."
Another and younger son is Fred Trott,who is as bright as a boy can well be.
"He's attending the manual trainingschool, and proposes to be a joiner. He

made a table last week," said his mother,
"and it was a good, strong table, too. I've
no fear about Fred. He'll help me to build
another house."
When asked if she had noticed the talk

about Reed for President, Mrs. Trott re¬
plied: "Yes, 1 wouldn't wonder much if
Tom got there. I hope he will."
There was a touch of family pride in ber

voice, but when she was asked if she re¬
garded Mr. Reed as the best member of
her family, she shook her head and gave
the first place to a man whose honored
and useful life ended some months ago.
Mrs. Trott is a strong woman, somewhat

resembling Mr. Reed in some respects, and
with all his dash and push. No woman in
this section of the State is more respected
for her many qualities of head and heart

U/omai? ii? Trousers; ft /T\ap ip 3K'rts-
j^ey Qtyarj^ed Biqyqle Qostu/nes for a Day to piipd U/fyibl? U/as /T\ost

Comfortable.
She Found New Comfort in

Tight Breeches and
Small Jacket.

The Simple Costume of the Male
Infinitely Preferable to Skirts

or Bloomers.

Her New Clothes Added to Her Ease,
Her Speed, Her Enjoy¬

ment /of Life.

SHE SAVED ANOTHER WOMAN'S LIFE.

Had She Been in Conventional Clothes
the Feat Would Have Been

Impossible."
The men have the best of It. I found

that out. on New Year's Day, when I put
on my brother's clothes and rode his bi¬
cycle from Fifty-ninth street up the Boule¬
vard, up the new French Speedway to the
Kingsbridge road and back again. I have
been a bicycle rider for two years. For
the first year I wore long skirts. The sec¬
ond year.that is, last Spring.I timidly
tried bloomers. *1 did not lose the strange
sense of something lacking about the bot¬
tom.the tendency to pull down the skirts
which were not there.for many days; but

"Attired as a female scorcher, I learned what the ladies have to
overcome."

(Sketched from life by a Journal staff artist.)

than Is sturdy. Independent Jane Trott, who
has brought up a family of children likely
to be a credit to the community; who did
not give back even when she had to fight
the city of Portland, and who, by honest,
hard work, has conquered fate, and is like¬
ly to live to possess an independent prop¬
erty, for there Is no doubt that she Is re¬
solved to extend her building operations
still further, and to "add house to house."
She Is a very bright and intelligent

woman, and Js well posted on current
topics. She has the New England Idea that
work is honorable, and If Reed Is elected
President his sturdy cousin at Peak's Isl¬
and will feel that she is just as gQod as

any one, and wont hold the successful
statesman a bit above the successful mas¬
ter mariner, or business man, or, for that
matter her own honest, hard-working hus¬
band. He'll be "Tom" to her, and nothing
else. "I guess he's honest," she said, with
a smile that reminded the Journal repre¬
sentative of Reed. "That is, as honest as
he can be where he Is," she added, and the
slow, dollberate, but comical way In which
the observation was drawled out was
Reed's own to life.

I stuck to the bloomers, because the em¬
barrassment which I felt In them did not
balance the added delight which they gave
to bicycle riding. They made It 23 per
cent easier.
But bloomers are nothing to the regula¬

tion tight knickerbockers and simple
clothes which men wear. Of course, I
shall not be able to follow up Wednesday's
experience by permanently adopting snug-
fitting breeches, simple skirts and reason¬
able jackets. No woman Is, as yet, eman¬

cipated enough for that; the police are
not emancipated enough to let us wear

men's clothes, even if we wanted to.
But, oh, how it would add to our joys
if it could be brought about I

I am round of limb, and know that I
displayed my roundness to advantage.
and, I insist, modest advantage.in my
brother's tight, dark-brown woolen golf
stockings. His knickerbockers were a close
fitting joy. Easy, fiat-heeled shoes (not his,
but purchased for the occasion) were a

Jane Trot, Reed's Cousin, and the Historic Hobse in Which She Defied All Portland, M&
(Photographed expressly for the Journal^

revelation of comfort's possibilities. My
brother's coat, a bit too broad shouliaered,
but small of sleeves, gave me such tree
do in of action as I had never known on
a bicycle before, and decreased the re
slstance of the wind until I p^aa lack of effort which amazed me. I wore
immaculate and very stiff ^en.toe_ only
uncomfortable thing I found in J^y

. ]ter's wardrobe.and a delicious soft felt
hat without feathers or nonsense of any
k I'sped like the wind, running bet^ee° ?,*r"riages and heavy-laden carts, and giving
riages and heavy-laden carts, and Slvi°S
myself not an inch to spare in
through! In woman's clothes I had never
the world been able to fly in and ont a
around as I did in my brother s driightful
costume. There was never a moment of
hesitation, or doubt of choice for pat ^Seldom was my warning bell heard.
never enjoyed a ride iso thoroufkt£inc tolife There was absolutely nothing to
hamper me. I looked upon pede^triaMwith scorn. Life was at last a delignt.
t fpit frpe I was a bird.

TUp the avenue a block in advance I
spied a maiden on a wheel, faltering, svi.

ass Ja. sa
o,;hirs\tt°sVhSslf-glee over my wheel, leaving tn*i to its
.fate, and raised the thoroughly frigTrteneS
SS.SSf-TJRffl «°
her to an adjoining drug store This I was

dent I never could have done it had I

over her "danger'"afbeen^wToll^' brought

truck which I might nave g
clothing.Th^young woman's nameV^TwesiShe JavjT ber address1^ No.gmWest,?he Journal for putting a woman in ¦i dress

so rational that she was enabled to save

^Afte^^his3exciting episode came another.
A^ I have said, the police are not emanci¬
pated enough to Permit a woman^dressed?s 1 Wif Thl?rrs a ?aw againset that so/tWhii* M v voice in the drug store andof tbi g-

J. ,n *Yiy walk as I went out
I ^Tied to4 achieve tbe

strides of a man as earnestly abThecollttlerevealed j 'between amazement andcrowd was divided bet
f^ o)fi WOman

whomldid notUpheld up her hands and
sousttk^d.

m)

EiiteV ffi&fSt

mmminutes. That was not bad, was it, ior

glrl' T T should never ride again in
anything but tight knickerbockers and a

man's coat.
x wRS 0Q Lexington

trance at my
.iirpman regard me sodlseuise. I saw a policeman refcu

attentively from 'Sj^of wisdom to staydecided it was the pa
^ mni(1 after myinside for a while.
satisfaction ofWh?*l Mr roHceman move'iip the streetseeing Mr. 'on^ town again. OnLrwSAS? *MW »l.rthor I *

whliT I® first ^yOpereo°nOIm0^e especfaHy
amoured with the vision I .»de x*j^edbetter looking boy than

k bly jiand-as a woman I «9ona own estima-some youth of eighteen, n
^hpel l bad alltlon, and once I was

There was athe assurance ^ the woH
dom anddelicious sense of ateoiute i
dauger_lightness. I ^onld n 1

keep* wheelwomenthe one qna T»ni^-for with no skirts orfrom record-maldng catch in thethe fulness of
conie? I couldwheel, what dang instant. I

couuf get^nto^ spaces I had never tried to
enter with skirts or

to a cos-Women are notf Sol£g beloved pastimetume that renders tl^r bei
^ ^ ^Sf'S .i wffr acterbo^r,.

Tom Reed's Chnckle*
[Philadelphia Press.]

One very interesting incident associated with
n-cr /vf inducting Mr. Reed into thethe ceremony of lnaucLiub

Rnoakprship was not reported from Washington,
but w"h the return of the Congressmen to New
York for the brief recess it has been told ^r
When ex-Speaker Crisp was escorting Mr

X?nr that

f^'Amos i Cummincs stood, not beingdoorWay Amos J.^ ^ Mf Crisp would cometh«? wav' Suddenly a heavy hand was? m Mr Cummings's shoulder, and helaid upon sneaking in mock seri-h<?ard a ^^1"arblT^C^'ASos "und out of thewa'yT' Mrf CummTngs compacted himself Into
as small a co®p?®® itVas ^he who had spoken.5fdth? Speaker' was squeezing by, CummingsAs the hpeaiter «« .»

_0ing to the placesaid to him: ''Tom, are yon go
a swift smile0f

Mr Beed's countenance, a quickpassed over Mr. iebich ^ noticed by manylook of m®-"
, who aid not understand thewh° were. near him who ma

^^ ^cause of it, and tne y
That be rememberedCummings was .

mip_g WHS made evidentthe question of Ou
tlie congressmanthe, niadp a ^wltty comment npoo It. 'although

he did not aJw^ Cummings's question.

Criticising; Poultney Bigelow.
[Berlin Letter in Chicago Record.]

Poultney Bigelow, wlio merely on the strength
of having once been.together with some 800
other boys.the schoolmate of the German Em¬
peror at Cassel, dotes on being referred to as
"the most intimate friend of the German Em¬
peror," is just now the recipient of much sar¬
casm and badinage on the part of the German
press. And all because' of an article of his in
the November issue of the Cosmopolitan, in
which he discusses the rather loose connection
of the Emperor with German constitutional lib¬
erty. For it seems Mr. Bigelow has revelled in
his" ignorance of German history and German af¬
fairs once too often.th?t article fairly teems
with misstatements and wrong conclusions, of
which, perhaps, says the National Zeitung, "his
statement that Prince Bismarck is unjustly
credited with the unification of Germany is the
most significant." Mr. Bigelow, indeed, might
do well to first acquire the elements of German
constitutional and political history before he
ventures on so ticklish a theme.

Pasteur's Grave.
No cypress-shadowed church yard, nor the

gloom
Of haunted cloisters, doth immortalize
The dust of him, whose patience proved

more v.'ise
To save, than Death to slay. The busy

loom
Glancing with silk, the teeming herd, the

bloom
Of purpling vineyards, and the grateful

eyes
Of souls reprieved at Death's most dread

assize.
Shall make eternal gladness round his

tomb.
Not 'mid the dead should he be laid asleep
Who wageth still with Death triumphant

strife.
Who sowed the good that centuries shall

reap,
And took its terror from the healer's knife;
Defender of the living, he shall keep
His slumber in the arsenal of life.
.^"red Hayes, in Westminster Gazette.

He Condemns the Garb of
Women as Uncomfort¬

able and Absurd,

Wind Caught His Petticoats and
Sleeves and Blew Him

Over.

Nineteenth Century Female Garb Is
a Heavy Handicap, He

Finds.

THIN SHOES TORTURED HIS FEET.

His Humped "Bicycle Back" Almost Be¬
trayed Him to a Suspicious

Policeman.

How a woman In balloon sleeves and
skirts can retain her seat on a bicycle Is a

greater mystery to me than ever, now
that I have tried the costume. Attired as

a female scorcher, I took a spin through
Central Park on New Year's Day. In my
natural garb the stiff breeze which blew
that day would not have bothered me in
the least. But I was twice blown from

shoe with the arched Instep. A pair of
thin-soled Oxford ties figured in my cos¬

tume, and when I returned from the ride
the soles of both shoes were worn through
from contact with the points on the pedals.
In riding the pedalling is done with the toes
or ball of the foot, but owing to the arched
shape of the shoe the foot slips forward
until the insteps rest oil the pedal, causing
the pumper great pain.
These facts and a few others I learned

while expecting arrest every minute. Mas¬
querading in female attire is not sanc¬
tioned by law, but there are so many
freaks on wheels these days that I attract¬
ed little attention except when I swore,
and that was quite often, as the lady's
wheel I rode was inclined to be fractious,
Being a bloomer lady is uot so fascinating
as some people suppose, particularly when
frivolous people who ought to know better

Fersist in calling you Trilby. However,
m glad that I managed to keep out of

jail.
My costume consisted of a clean share,

fortified by a heavy black veil, a Fedora
hat. box coat with large balloon sleeves,
white sweater, brown skirt and bloomers,
leggings, gloves, and a pair of tan shoes.
The skirt reached to my feet, but did not
conceal them. We started.a young lady
and myself.from Thirty-fifth street and
Lexington avenue, where I dressed for the
part. My wheel was left in the areaway,
and in removing it to the street I made
the first bad break. It was very unlady¬
like, I know, to pick the machine up in
one hand and lift it over the fence to
the sidewalk, but then I forgot myself.
This feat aroused the suspicions of the
people across the way, and they regarded
me with grave doubts when I tried to
vault Into the saddle from behind.
Women mount their wheels sideways,

which trick I mastered after tearing my
skirt twice on the saddle. My appear¬
ance attracted no particular attention, as
we wheeled out Madisan avenue to the
Park. The big sleeves bothered me not a

little, and on several occasions my skirt
got jammed in the pedals. After passing
through the Park we struck out Seventh
avenue to Lenox avenue. While speeding
along the first named avenue I ran into
a mud puddle and capsized. While trying,
to remount several little boys came up
and offered to hold my wheel. But I was.
angry and swore at them, whereupon they
became frightened and ran away. Out
Lenox avenue we went to One Hundred

"I put on my brother's clothes. His knickerbockers were a close-
fitting joy."

(Sketched from life by a Journal staff artist.)

my wheel, landing the first time in a nice,
thick deposit of soft mud.

The fact that I am green in the man¬

agement of fluttering skirts and inflated
sleeves may have had something to do with
the mishaps, but this much I learned. A

three-hour ride In that costume completely
exhausted me, whereas in the bicycle rig
worn by the men I have ridden all day
without the slightest fatigue. Were I a

woman and devoted to wheeling I would
dress as nearly like the men as the law
allows. The resistance offered to the wind
by those wide-spreading skirts and sleeves
was the most astonishing part of the ex¬

periment. I had no idea of what the
ladies have to overcome, and I am more

than amazed to find that they still stick
to the skirts. In running before the wind
no inconvenience is felt, but stemming a

strong breeze is a physical Impossibility.
And In pedalling with the wind abeam I
was twice capsized, to the detriment of my
bloomers.
Another popular bicycle handicap to

which the ladies cling with a tenacity
worthy of a better cause is the high-heeled

and Forty-fifth street. The wind was
blowing very strong here, and in attempt¬ing to turn the corner I was blown clear
out of_ the saddle. The wind got under
my skirt and into the sleeves and tossed
me over at will. My companion, who
also wore skirts, was compelled to dis¬
mount and lead her machine. I tackled
my wheel again, but it required all my
strength to make any headwav. We
crossed the Harlem River, and rode quite
a distance on Jerome avenue, where we
stopped at a wayside place for lunch.
There were a number of bloomer women
In the place, but they did not seem spe¬
cially attracted to me. I removed ray
veil and acted as much like a lady as pos¬
sible till I forgot myself and yelled at
the waiter.
While returning to the city on Lenox ave¬

nue we passed a mounted policeman, who
remarked that it was a very windv dav. I
didn't say anything, but kept on, expecting
every moment to hear the clatter of his
horse's hoofs in pursuit, but he evidently
failed to notice my back. There must have
been something wrong with that part of
my costume, for people kept turning all
Mong the line for a second look. Later I
learned that it was because I couldn't
break myself of the "bicycle hump." The
majority of the women bike in an upright
position.
The experiment ended without further

mishap, and I am more pronounced than
ever in favor of bloomers and small
sleeves.

Smallest
Village.

Its Houses Contain Only Eight
Inhabitants, Counting Men,
Women and Children.

Fire Place, L. I., with Twa
Houses, Holds the Record

for Diminutiveness,
But More Interesting Still Is Its His*

tory, Dating from a Roman¬
tic Antiquity.

WHERE A SIGNAL FIRE WAS LIT.

Its Name Derived from an Ancient Prac¬
tice of an Ancient Family, Whose De¬

scendants Are Still Lords of
the Neighboring Manor.

Fire riace, at the extreme eastern end of
Long Island, is a village of two houses and
eight inhabitants. It is the smallest vil¬
lage in the world and the one with the
oddest history.
Opposite the village and across three and

a half miles of water is Gardiner's Island,
the first place to be settled by an English¬
man within the limits of New York State,
The island was the first manorial estate in'
this country, and was purchased by Lion
Gardiner in 1639. "An island of mine own,
bought of the Indians," as he wrote.
Until the Revolutionary War the line of

Gardiners continued to be lords of the
manor. For several generations the head
of the family was always called Lord Gar¬
diner, and at least one of them has the
title engraved on his tombstone.
Lineal descendants of Lion Gardiner have

continued to own the island and to main¬
tain a home there even to the present time,
The present Gardiner has a fine home on
Madison avenue, in this city, as well.
How soon after getting the island the

Gardiners began to realize the convenience
of getting to New York (where the Dutch
were settled) by means of crossing to LongIsland and going overland is not known,
but it was long ago. Returning, they would
build a fire on the beach, as a signal, and
the boat would be brought back across the
channel for them. \
The place where the boats landed and 1the fires built, which soon began to be

called the Fire Place, was where the chan-
nel is narrowest.
When, a century after the first Gardiner

came, a house was built at the Long Isl-
and landing, it was described as being at
Fire Place. A second house was put up,
and it, too, was known as being at Fire
Place. The name has clung to the two
houses, both of which are still there, ever
since, and it is thus shown on the maps.
Nor are the origin of the name and the

infinitesimal size of the village the only
curious points in regard to the village. It
was a man named Miller who built the
first house at Fire Place, and a man named
Parsons who built the second. It is Sam¬
uel D. Miller, a lineal descendant of the
first Miller, who now lives in the Miller
home, and it is William H. Parsons, a
lineal descendant of the first Parsons, who
lives in the Parsons home.
More than this, the ancient custom ot

fire building assigned to Gardiner's Island
Is still kept up. Ashes and charred wood
from a recent fire may nearly always be
found on the beach.
Ralph Waldo Emerson speaks with awe

of finding an ancient custom founded by
William of Wvkeham still observed some-
where in England. It is still more curious
however, to find in America, the land of
change, not only the old custom aDd name
of Fire Place retained, but to find descend-
ants of the three original families still oc-

cm>ying the homes.
It was at least 150 years ago that the

Millers built their home there.
In a family graveyard near the house.a

little graveyard in the midst of a meadow,
where your feet are tripped by tangled,
low-growing dewberry vines, hidden
among the seared grass.Is a stone to the
memory of Lieutenant Timothy Miller, who
died at Fire Place in 1770. Beside It is
a stone that pathetically adds another link
to the chain of circumstances that hold;
Fire Place and the island together, for It
is to the memory of a man "Who was cast
away on Gardiner's Island and perished in
a snow storm."
The Parsons home was built in 1805. It

is a little back from the beach, and is an

old-fashioned frame building, with moss

picturesquely creeping up its sides, and
with great tire-places in its various rooms
and a grandfather's clock solemnly ticking
in a corner. , ,,

The still more Interesting and older Mil¬
ler homestead stands on a slight rise of
land, near the beach, and close in front of
it are a couple of ailantus trees, beyond
which is a grove of fine oaks. The side of
the house is toward the water. |

It is shingle-slded, as are most of the
houses of the region, as a protection from
the ocean winds, and is a large and com-
fortable frame structure two stories and a

gable in height, and with shutters of green
boards on the windows. It commands a

fine view of the broad and land-locked
Gardiner's Bay, and its rooms contain in¬
teresting relics, including packages of deed.*
and papers yellowed by age, and tied up
with faded ribbon.
There are cavernous fire-places. There are

ancient hand-hewed beams of oak. There is
old-time furniture. There is, in odd con-
trast to all this, a telephone connecting the
old house with the busy world.
A stretch of beach, thick with pebbles,

curves sweepingly by, and here and there
great boulders rise. Behind the beach the
land lifts gently in the lowest of bluffs.
Facing this, across the water, is the long,
brown line of Gardiner's Island.
To the westward white breakers toss and

the white house on the island looks like a
bit of petrified surf.
The island contains over 3,000 acres, much

of it hilly and wooded. A stock farm ia
maintained there and wild deer are pre-
served. ,

Fireplace, L. L, the Smallest Town on Earth.
(From a photograph.)


